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It was in a Florel hat I first saw her. Chance had
brought her to our table that night. We seemed tc
have come from the far corners of the world to find
each other, though at that moment it was only the meet-
ing of a man and a woman. That was how we met.
That evening I once ruffled her hair.
I knew we would meet again. It was written in the
book of words, for we spoke a common language and
belonged to one world. Together we found peace. The
world seemed ours to hold.
Outside, at that same time, an orgy broke. The peo-
ple, herded like cattle, were exulting. On Fifth Ave-
nue, the street was littered. The war, they shouted, was
over. The Japs had surrendered. Peace'had come to
earth. What a far cry from Pearl Harbor this day was,
with the Japs whipped into subjugation! Two whole
cities of Japan had been blasted by two single atom
bombs.
As I looked out of the window of my room on the
seventh floor of the St. Regis Hotel, onto the Manhat-
tan landscape with its tracery of bright lights and the
silhouettes of its tall skyscrapers, I shared the relief
which came to men all over the world with the end of
the war. Far back I remembered the days of Chung-
king, held together with only string and bamboo, for
that was all the Chinese could afford. I remembered also
the Japs climbing the Burma map from Lashio to
Myitkyina, leaving the Allies not a single airfield be-
tween India and China. I remembered the nights in
Imphal with the Japs hiding in the neighboring hills.
It had been a monotonous, long-drawn war.
I thought then of those Italian Partisans dying like
flies on the mountainside with a song on their lips, of
hungry children freezing in the biting winter, and of